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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This story is the one thing | swore | would never write. But then the bunnies came, and they refused to leave 
until | did it and..you know how it is. 


Plus they promised me cookies if | wrote it. 


~Summer 2001~ 


Duff bit his lip, trying hard to resist the urge to laugh as he glanced at the pillow Matt held ready behind his 


head. Watching the look of semi-serious threat on the drummers face the bassist grinned impishly. 
"Are we there yet?" he asked again 


Matt's arm was in motion before the sentence was half finished. The pillow flew smoothly and swiftly across 


the width of the tour bus..and bounced off the window where Duff's head had been a moment before. 


Matt felt a slight sense of victory as his impromptu missile dropped onto Duff, now curled on the couch below 


the window unable to contain his laughter any longer. 


Their antics raised a confused smile from Scott, watching them over his magazine. Dave by contrast barely 
looked up from whatever it was he was actually doing on his laptop. The guitarist had long ago become 


accustomed to the antics of his band mates and long-time friends. 


Duff sat up and after a moments hesitation bounded over to the singer, carelessly throwing one arm across 


his shoulders as he settled his long body against Scot's smaller frame. 
"Comfortable?" Scott asked. 


‘Mmm..yep," Duff replied, pleased to see a real smile appear on Scott's face. He was often so serious that Duff 
considered it his duty to make Scott laugh as often as possible. 


"What'cha reading?" he asked, attempting to flick through the magazine Scott held firmly open on one page. 


"Old issue of Kerrang},” Scott replied absently, his eyes already drifting over the page again. "20 Things You 
Never Knew About Motley Crue’. But | think they must have made some of it up." 


Duff scanned the page quickly. "No, that's true. | remember this one time me and Slash met up with Nikki and 


Tommy and we -" 
"Duff, is this going to be one of these stories I'd rather not hear?" 


Which, in Scott's experience, covered most stories involving Guns N' Roses, especially when told by Duff who 
seemed to enjoy the kind of graphic details most people would deliberately leave out, especially when describing 
their own life. And to make things worse he had apparently decided Scott was entitled to hear the kind of 


stories he usually choose to spare the general public. 
In response Duff presented Scott his patented ‘kicked-puppy-dog' look, eliciting another smile from Scott and a 
laugh from Dave who had given up on the computer and settled in to watch the comedy unfolding in front of 


him. 


Fortunately for Scott he was spared Duff's story when Slash appeared in the doorway leading from the front 
of the bus. 


‘Guys, we're here," the guitarist announced. 
"But are we there yet?" Duff asked. This time the pillow hit him square in the face. 


~ Ke 


As soon as the engine stopped the band, led by Scott, climbed out and into the familiar ‘organised chaos of a 
festival. A preliminary examination of their immediate surroundings revealed the usual mass of gig equipment, 
tour buses, and typical camping paraphernalia with roadies, security and other band members swarming around 
it like ants. 

"Weather looks good," Dave said, staring straight up at the cloudless sky. 


"Doesn't mean anything," Matt replied, hanging out the doorway as if he didn’t really want to leave the bus, 


"we're in England. Give it five minutes and itll probably start raining.” 

"Yeah," Duff said, "y'know with this many people camping, it has to rain. | think its a law or something y'know." 
‘Murphy's law you mean?" Scott joined in. 

"Sod's," Slash corrected him. 

"What?" 

"We're in England, they call it Sod's law over here." 

Scott frowned. "Why do they do that?" 


Unfortunately the singer was denied his explanation when Slash caught sight of Adam Day, his guitar tech, 
helping roadies unload the bands equipment and disappeared to help him check ‘their’ instruments. 


Duff laughed at his old friends rapid exit. "And people said he'd make a bad father." 
"What?" Scott asked, confused again. 


"Well, if he's like that with guitars can you imagine what he'll be like when London and Cash are old enough to 


go off on their own? 
Scott laughed. "Impossible probably. He's bad enough now and they're only little, what could they possibly do?" 


"You'd be surprised. After all they are related to Slash," Duff replied, his smile taking the sting from the 


words. 


"Yeah, they act like him already," Matt joined in; apparently deciding he was safe from the dreaded phenomenon 
of English rain for the moment. "I don't think I've ever seen London pay attention to one thing for more than 3 


seconds. But Cash is better; did | tell you | let him at my drums the other day? Kid isn't bad for a 3 year old" 


Duff laughed. "He definitely didn't get that from his father. And since when did you like kids anyway? Finally 
getting tired of being single?" 


"No. I've always liked kids, as long as they're someone else's. But | like my life just the way it is thanks." 
"We noticed," Dave said, "Oh by the way ‘Monica’ called again" 

"Monica?" Matt asked. 

"You know, brunette, about my height, likes black lipstick?" 

"Oh! That Monica. Yeah | guess | should call her sometime." 

"You're impossible," Duff tossed over his shoulder, heading in the direction of their equipment. 


"Pot and Kettle!" Matt yelled at the departing bassist who paused at a corner to give him the finger before he 
disappeared. 


sik 
"What are you smiling about?" one of the technicians asked as Duff joined them. 
"Just winding Matt up again y'know," Duff said. 

"Don't you people have anything better to do with your time?" 


| don't. Slash and Scott are stuck doing interviews all day but | told them | was busy," Duff glanced at his 


watch and counted quickly on his fingers "and it's still too early to call home." 


"Well how about we say you told the truth for once and you come help me change some strings? Seeing as it 
was you who broke the last set 


It wasn't my fault!" Duff insisted, but he took the bass anyway and jumped up on a crate to start removing 
the broken strings. 


As he pulled the last of the old set off and dropped them onto the crate beside him he looked around for the 


new ones. 


Must not be unpacked yet He thought to himself. And to make matters worse the technician, who would almost 


certainly have known where they were, had disappeared as well 


Just as he was about to jump down from the crate and go in search of the missing strings Duff suddenly 
realised there was someone standing in front of him. He glanced up at the figure, and felt his heart skip a beat. 


"Hi," he said, unable to keep his voice from cracking slightly. 


‘Sorry, | didn't mean to scare ya," Dizzy smiled, "I just figured | should come over and say hello, since no one 


else is going to." 
| wasn't scared," Duff retorted quickly, "but | didn't even know you guys were here y'know." 


"Oh, we were a late addition to the bill. We were gonna do our own show somewhere or other but Axl decided 


this might ‘bring the music to new audiences'." 

“Still pushing his vision huh?" 

That vision was the now infamous Chinese Democracy, which had finally been released last spring. In spite of 
excellent sales the album had received only luke-warm reviews and had failed to be the groundbreaking 
masterpiece Axl had envisioned. As a result he had taken his band on the road once again, determined to prove 


through live performances what the album had obviously failed to achieve on its own. 


"And you just felt like coming over and saying hello?" Duff inquired, suspecting that even that might be safer, 


and less painful, territory than Axl's new album, and new band. 


"Yeah. Oh | know we're all supposed to hate each other and all that, but it would be pretty fucked up for us to 


be at the same fucking festival and not even say hi." 
"I think | could live with that," Duff replied coldly. 


"Fucks sake dude, its been what? 9, IO years now. And its not as if we ever had a problem with each other in 
the first place. | missed you guys, | missed hanging out with you and everything." 


Duff paused, surprised by the force with which usually placid keyboardist reacted. And any response he might 


have made vanished with Dizzy's next words. 


"And l'm not the only one," the other man added quietly, his eyes flickering over Duff's face, searching for any 


sign of the reaction his words might have caused. 


"You're joking right?" Duff asked flatly, finally managing to keep his voice even, in stark contrast to the turmoil 
of emotions he actually felt. 


Im serious. He doesn't say anything but, well, you know how he is..these things are pretty obvious. He would 


think about you every time we worked on the album." 
"That must be tough on the new guys." 


"| don't think they noticed. They never really took the time to try and..understand Axl. They pretty much just 
take him at face value and deal with it" 


"Still, just because he thought about us doesn't mean he misses us. If he did its not that hard, he's always 


known where to reach us." 


"Oh come on Duff, we both know it's not that easy." Dizzy let a little of his frustration show, just enough, he 
hoped, to rattle the perpetually calm bassist. "Would you have actually talked to him if he had called?" 


That gave him pause. Would he have answered that call, if it had ever come? And even if he did what would 
he have said? 
Duff never really talked about the end of the band, he tried to avoid even thinking about it. In some ways he 


was still unsure how he felt, or even why he had left. 


No, that wasn't true, he knew why he had left. He had left because there had been no reason for him to stay 
anymore. As far as Duff was concerned Guns N' Roses had been long dead by the time he quit, leaving Axl the 
sole remaining original member. 

And yet, no matter how many times he told himself that, leaving had still hurt. It was probably the single 
hardest thing he had ever had to do. 


Closing his eyes for a moment Duff took a deep breath, and suddenly realised Dizzy was still stood in front of 
him, patiently waiting for an answer Duff knew he simply didn't have. 


"Hey, I'm sorry man," Dizzy said obviously surprised by how much his question had affected Duff, "just forget 


it ok. Maybe we can hang out sometime?" 


"Yeah, maybe," Duff agreed quietly, watching Dizzy vanish into the maze of crates just as suddenly as he had 
come. The bassist sighed and went in search of the strings he still needed to fix his guitar. 
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Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 

Apologies for the long delay, | promise I\'ll update more frequently from now on. 

Oh and if anyones wondering this story will continue as originally planned in bloody minded ignorance of recent 
events, no matter how far they go. 

(Although if they go far enough | may be tempted to change the date to 2006 and sue the band for 


plagarism,) 


Constructive critisism and comments of all kinds welcome as always. 


Dizzy closed the bus door carefully, glancing behind him to see who was in the room. He nodded to Axl, curled 
in a corner reading and slid into a seat beside Tommy. 

"So?" Tommy asked quietly. 

"Could have gone better." 


"What happened?" 


‘| met-" Dizzy paused and glanced at Axl, still engrossed in his book, "One of them, | don't know, | don't think 
they're interested. They, he said.he seemed like he was still pissed about.what happened and-" 
He paused at a loud sigh from Axl. 


"Dizzy, I'm not stupid. You think because you're sitting in the corner mumbling | don't know what you're talking 
about? | do. And | don't care. As long as you don't involve me you can do whatever the hell you like with those 
fuckers. | don't care. The bastards betrayed me, abandoned me and | don't want anything to do with them. | 


don't care about them at all 
"Sure don't talk like someone who don't care," Beta interjected from the next room. 
"Well | don't. They left me and its over and | don't give a damn about them anymore." 


‘Last year you told everyone you loved Slash," Tommy interjected quietly. Axl sighed again, and fixed Tommy 


with the kind of look normally reserved for a particularly slow child. 


"I was being polite. Which believe it or not even | am capable of occasionally. l'm not exactly going to go around 
telling everyone | hate the fucker and make myself look like the bad guy again am |? Especially since | don't 


hate him. | dont care about him either way." 


"You keep saying that," Beta pointed out, "seems to me you're trying to convince yourself as much as anyone. 


Ever since we got here they're all you talk about.” 


"Maybe you should go and talk to them," said Tommy, "It might do you all some good, even if it doesn't go 


anywhere." 


"Uh-huh. What am | supposed to say? ‘Oh hi Slash, | know the last time we were in the same room together 
we couldn't even fucking look at each other but | just thought I'd come say hello’? Yeah, that'd go over real 
fucking well." 


"So talk to Duff then. He doesn't seem to hate you." 


"No. He just thinks | used him, manipulated him and didn't ‘appreciate’ him enough. Besides Slash has had his ear 


for long enough, if he didn't hate me before he sure as hell does now." 


"| don't think he does," Dizzy said slowly, "He wasn't exactly happy to see me, but he seemed more..confused 
than anything. Kinda surprised" 


"Well yeah," Tommy interjected, "you suddenly appear in front of the guy, of course he's going to be surprised 


No time to prepare y'know?" 


"What are you saying?" Axl sat up, and then quickly shifted back to his original position, trying to hide his 
curiosity. 


‘lm saying if you two really want to talk to them you're going about it all wrong. You need to find some 
common ground and start from there." 


"Only common ground we ever had was drinking, and that won't get us anywhere - 
"Not with Duff that's for sure," Dizzy mumbled. 


“That and music," Axl continued, ignoring the interruption, “and that's what pulled us apart in the end anyway. 
Its no good, there's nothing left, the whole thing is over and dead and gone. And | don't care anyway." He added, 


remembering himself. 
we 


Slash ran his hand down the side of a tour bus as he wandered past it. He was supposed to be doing an 
interview right now, but the journalist, a newbie he hadn't met before, had never shown up. Which didn't really 
bother Slash, it would have been his third interview of the day and he had always felt answering the same 
questions twice in a row was pretty much his limit. Instead he was enjoying a brief moment of peace on what 


promised to be a hectic day. 


Swinging around the corner he was vaguely surprised to find himself behind Velvet Revolvers bus, he could 
never get his directions right at a festival, everything changed too quickly. He was really surprised to find Duff 
lurking behind the tour bus, his fingers shaking as he stubbed out a cigarette, flicking the butt towards a 
small pile at his feet before immediately lighting another. 

"Dude, what's up?" 


Duff flicked big, hazel eyes in his friend's direction before shifting his gaze back to the bus. His reaction 
reminded Slash of a startled rabbit. 


"Its..lt's nothing," he replied, refusing to meet Slash's gaze. 
"That's not nothing dude. Seriously, what's up?" Slash demanded, frustrated now with Duff's reluctance. 


The tall blonde sighed and stared at the ground for a moment, almost as if he was afraid of Slash's reaction 


"He's here." 


Slash froze, his own cigarette held halfway to his lips. He didn't bother to ask who ‘he' was; he didn't need to. 
But he couldn't think of anything else to say. 


Why am | even surprised? Of course he's here. 

"Oh," Slash found himself saying, "have you talked to him?" 

"No. But Dizzy came to find me..us." 

"Dizzy?" 

"Yeah." Another flick of the cigarette sent a clump of surprisingly well-aimed ash to join the pile on the ground. 
"And?" Slash prompted gently. 

"He said he misses us, | mean, Dizzy said..Dizzy said Axl missed us. That he would think about us all the time." 
“That's Dizzy for you," Slash sighed. 


Duff finally made eye contact, fixing his friend with a glare. "Slash, come on. Can you please be serious about 


this for once?" 
‘lam serious. Dizzy will say whatever the fuck he thinks makes Axl sound good" 


"In public sure, but this was private. You don't fucking seek someone out to tell them something like that 


without a fucking good reason y'know?" 


Slash found himself nodding. "I know, I'm sorry. Its just..shit, its a lot to take in 
"Believe me dude | know." 
"So," Slash started slowly, "what do we do about it?" 


"Fuck me if | know. | really thought we'd put that whole thing behind us, moved on y'know? And now this. | just 
don't know what to think" 


"Then don't. Fuck it; if he wants to come and talk to us he knows where we are. If it really means that much 
to him he can get his fucking ass over here and fucking tell us in person instead of sending one of his fucking 
lackeys." 


Duff just nodded, his gaze once again fixed on the side of the bus. 


~ Kew 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
Again sorry for taking so long to update. This is proving to be suprisingly hard to write, but | promise it will 
be finished relatively soon 


Tommy stood, staring at the bus door. Part of him wanted to knock on it. Part of him wanted to knock certain 
people's heads together. Part of him wanted to just walk away because it really wasn't his problem. It was 
Axl's problem. But as usual Axl had made it into everyone's problem, and as usual Tommy had been the first 
to break, and so Tommy was the one stuck standing outside a bus door wondering if he should knock on it. 


This is fucking stupid He knocked. 


A moment later the door was dragged open to reveal Duff, clutching a bass in one hand and looking tired. 
"Hey, I'm Tormmy-" 
"| know. Fuck off." 


"Dude, I'm just here to talk to you." Tommy stepped forward and put one hand in the middle of the door to 
hold it open. Duff just scowled at it. 


"| know. Fuck off," Duff repeated, his tone as cold and level as before, his carefully neutral expression betrayed 


by the flicker of interest in his eyes. 

"Fuck you." Tommy mimicked the other bassist's tone perfectly. It didn't go unnoticed, 
"Fuck you too." Was that a twitch of a smile? 

"Dude, this is fucking-" 


"Stupid?" Duff raised one eyebrow and half smiled as Tommy mimicked that gesture as well. "Isnt this whole 
damn thing?" 


"Yeah," Tommy kept his voice as even and cold as Duff's had been, "it is.’ 


Duff sagged back against the doorframe, abandoning the tough guy act. "Yeah dude, it is. But what can | do 
about it y'know?" 


"You can let him in and stop standing around in the damned doorway," Dave's voice echoed from inside the bus. 


'Is-"Tommy began hesitantly, trying to peer around Duff to see into the bus. 


"No, Slash is out. So are Scott and Matt" A pause. "You may as well come in" Duff agreed grudgingly, shifting 
To one side to allow Tommy to slip through the doorway. 


"Hey dude," Tommy greeted Dave. 
"Hey." 


Duff closed the door firmly and turned on Tommy "First thing, are you here because you want to be or 


because he sent you" 

"Uh, because | want to be?" Tommy hoped he sounded convincing 
"Good. | don't want to deal with a fucking messenger boy, y'know dude?" 
"| know dude" 


"Good. So?" Duff sank down onto a chair and looked expectantly at Tommy, still standing awkwardly just inside 
the door. 


"So what? So | think this thing is fucking stupid, has gone on way too fucking long and needs to fucking stop." 


"So what do you want me to do about it?" Duff demanded, one hand idly picking at the plastic fabric of the 


chair. 


"So | want you to stop it dude. You've known these guys for fucking ages, surely you can say something, do 


something.” 


| am one of ‘these guys’, Duff responded coldly, "this is my fucking life that got screwed up as well y'know. 
Don't you think that if there was something | could have fucking done I'd have fucking done it already?" 


Tommy sagged onto the sofa, a feeling of defeat creeping over him. What was he doing here again? Why did he 


always have to get himself involved in other people's problems? 


"And what if | don't want to sort it out?" Duff continued, "what if | have my own issues with Axl and | don't 


want to talk to him any more than Slash does?" 


"| guess | hadn't thought of that." Tommy sighed, reflexively running one hand through his hair as he glanced 
around the bus, at the floor, the magazines piled on a chair, an old Aerosmith poster, anywhere but at Duff. 


"No one ever does." 


"Im sorry, | guess. | just, | thought there might be something that could be done to stop all this nonsense." 
"How about an apology or three?" Dave cut in 

Duff snorted. “Easier said than done, trust me. 

"Why?" Tommy asked gently 


'It..it just is." Duff kept his gaze fixed firmly on the floor, refusing to make eye contact with any of the other 


musicians. The silence that followed his answer stretched out, none of them seemed willing to break it. 


Finally Tommy stood up, rubbing his hands on his jeans as if there was something unpleasant stuck to them. 


"Well, think about what | said. And believe me, Axl does miss you guys." He let himself out. 
"He has a point you know," Dave said in that quiet, thoughtful tone that said he was talking as much to himself 
as to anyone around him, "you all seem to have trouble working out for yourselves what went wrong. Maybe 


you need to tell each other instead" 


Duffs reply was cut off as Slash walked in and Dave all but felt the tension in the room increase. He told 
himself he had just imagined Duff shifting away from the door. 


"Who needs to tell each other what?" The guitarist asked casually as he dropped into a chair and flipped 
through the pile of magazines. 


There was a pause as Dave and Duff looked at each other. Dave's expression clearly said ‘If you don't tell him | 


will, but you should’. Or at least he hoped it did. 


Apparently Duff took the hint. "Tommy was here. Stinson. He thinks we need to talk to Axl. And Dave thinks 
he's right." 


Slash didn't reply. He stopped flicking through the magazines and dragged one into his lap but didn't open it. 
lm not saying you have to try and make everything right again. But it's been |2 fucking years now and you're 
still not over this thing. | just think talking about it might give you all some closure. Help you understand what 
went wrong." 

"Axl is what went wrong." Slash's voice was quite, but the bitter undertone carried perfectly. 

"That's not fair." Duffs reply was equally quiet and equally bitter. 


"Its true though." 


"No, its not. You fucked up as well, and so did |." 


"What did | do?" Slash was automatically on the defensive. 


"You tried to make Axl look bad, constantly. And you blamed him for your mistakes, or for taking control of 
the band." 


"He did. He never really wanted a band, he was just using us, the only person he really cared about was 


himself. Not us, not the band, just him." 
"And you're any different?" 


"Yes. | worked fucking hard for that band, | sacrificed more than you know to make it work and all the time he 


was taking advantage of me, of us." 


"Maybe he felt the same way. Maybe he thought you were using him when he had to deal with all the 


corporate suits and meetings and shit because we were too fucked up to be there." 
"Oh come on Duff, you know that's not true, | thought you saw my side of it" 


Slash was still half-heartedly staring at the magazine in his lap but Dave saw the flash of anger in the 
bassist's eyes, imagined he could almost hear something snap inside his mind. 


"No. More than that. | saw your side, but | also saw his side, and my side and everyone else's fucking side. And 
somehow | was the one who was supposed to bring them all together, solve all your problems for you just like 


| always fucking did Run your life and fuck my own y'know? 


"Not that we were supposed to have lives of our own No, that might take time away from the band and we 
couldn't have that. Well that might work just fine for you and fucking Axl but we all know what happened when 
| tried it. And | did try Slash, | gave up everything for that band: my family, my friends, my home, two fucking 
marriages, everything because | was putting the band first. | nearly gave up my own fucking iife trying to cope 
with the two of you. 


"And | wanted to. | never told you that did |? 
"| wanted to die. 


"God, how many nights was it | sat there listening to the pair of you arguing and thought maybe, maybe 
tonight | won't wake up, maybe this will be it and then it'll all go away and | won't have to get up the next day 


and try and carry on, try and keep your lives together while | watched my own fall apart around me. 


"But it never happened. Every day | woke up again and had to carry on just like before, listening to you moan, 
and Axl moan and everyone else moan about the both of you and because | was the one stuck in the fucking 


middle you all expected me to fucking sort it out for you, just like now. 


"Don't talk to me about making sacrifices for the band. And don't ever, ever fucking talk to me about being 
fucking used!" 


Slash was stunned. This was a side of Duff he had never seen before, a world apart from the happy, 
perpetually optimistic Duff he knew, or even the moping, despairing Duff he sometimes saw in his friend's 
darker moments. 

No, this was something else entirely; a dark, bitter, scarred side kept hidden beneath the surface, tucked away 
in some distant corner of Duff's mind. 


And with a sinking feeling Slash realised Duff was probably right. He very much doubted his friend kept all this 
hidden for his own good. 


"Why..why did you do it? Why didn't you ever tell us that's how you felt?" he heard himself asking. 
Duff exhaled slowly and Slash watched his face shift expressions, imagined he could almost hear the door into 
that hidden corner of Duff's mind slamming shut once again. But when he looked up some of that hurt was stil 


reflected in the depths of his eyes, a silent, painful, reminder of what Slash's selfishness had cost his friend 


"Dude | had to, you guys were my friends. And besides it was pretty fucking obvious you weren't going to 


work things out on your own" 

"We would have, eventually. Fuck its not like we weren't talking, not till the end anyway." 
"You were talking. You weren't listening.” 

"You mean Axl wasn't." 


"No." Slash shifted uncomfortably under Duffs glare. "You as well. You were both so focused on how fucking 
unfair the other guy was you couldn't see you were just as fucking bad." 


"So, what do you think?" Slash asked 


"I think you're telling all this to the wrong person," Scott observed from the doorway, "whether you like him or 
hate him | think you should go talk to him. Might give you all some closure." 


"That's what everyone says," Slash mumbled. 
"Maybe," Dave said pointedly, "everyone is right" 


~ Ke 


Chapter 4 


Everything was quiet after that. No one said anything, no one had anything left to say. 


Scott was the first to disappear, just grabbed his jacket and left. And for once no one asked him where he was 
going, they just let him go. Everyone too lost in their own thoughts to worry about someone else. Dave 
followed soon after, mumbled something about calling home and walked out, looking behind him as if it was the 


last time he'd ever see his band mates. 


And then there were two. Two friends who couldn't even look at each other for fear of what they might see. 
Their own problems, their own mistakes, and their own pain reflected back at them in the eyes of the one 


other person who had seen it all, shared it all. 


One of the other people. There was another of course, but he wasn't here. He hadn't been here for years. He 
was away somewhere, with new friends, or maybe alone. Maybe thinking the exact the same things over and 


over again. But without a friend to reflect his feelings. 


Maybe it was better that way, alone, without someone to share and amplify your pain. Maybe he liked it like 
that. 


Maybe he didn't, maybe all he wanted, all he'd ever wanted was for them to come back To share each others 
pain yes, but also to share in the joys and passions, the sheer exuberance of just being alive that had once 


been the be all and end all of their little world. 


Slash jerked his head up, catching himself just before he fell asleep and breaking the increasingly depressing 
train of thought his mind seemed determined to follow. With a start he realised he was alone. Duff too had left 


him, gone away somewhere to seek the solitude of his own thoughts. Or maybe to escape them. 


That's what he had to do; he had to escape his thoughts, had to get his mind off of Axl so he could shut it all 


out again and go on with his life. 


He knew he had to but it was no good, he couldn't help it; he could almost feel Axl's presence somewhere 


nearby. 


He's out there, taunting me just by being here. He must know it's driving me crazy; that must be why he did it. The 
guitarist shook his head, disgusted with himself. 


Dude, you sound paranoid yknow. Even in his current, bleak, mood that amused him. When exactly did his 


conscience start to sound like Duff? 


Didn't know | had a fucking conscience. Fine fuckin’ time it picked to start screwing with me. 


It was no good; he couldn't shut his mind off. He knew he wouldn't be able to get any peace as long as they 
were here, as long as he was here. But he also felt certain than if he spent another minute like this he would 


flip completely. 


Need to stop thinking, need to stop thinking He found himself repeating it over and over in his head, like a 
mantra. But it wasn't working. No matter what he did all he could think about was Axl, out there somewhere, 


so close. 


"Whether you like him or hate him | think you should go talk to him." Scott's words echoed in his mind. Dizzy, 


telling them how Axl missed them and wanted to see them but could never admit it. 
They all think its so simple, something we can talk about, work out. They don't really know what happened. 
Duff does 


That made him pause. Duff did know, he was there the whole time after all, as much a part of the whole 
drama as Slash and Axl. 


What does he know? None of them really know what went on between us Not even Duff really knows. They all 
think it's so simple, just kiss and make up. Say you're sorry and everything can go back to normal. As if | have 
anything fo say sorry for. Its his fault; him and his fucking ego ruined everything. Ruined my life. 


How could anything he said, anything Axl said, ever change that? Nothing they did now could ever take away 
the pain and the bitter resentment that was all that remained of their relationship. Guns had been his life, 
more than his life. The band had meant everything to him and he would have done anything to keep it together. 
But by the end there had been nothing to keep together. The spirit had gone from the band and all that was 
left was a shell, a withered husk that was dying slowly while the world watched with blind eyes. 


Ive got to stop myself thinking Ike this. That's all | need, to stop thinking 

He paused. There was a way. He had left it locked safe in one of the practice rooms behind the buses, but no 
one would be back there at this time of day. He could go in and get it without anyone seeing, without anyone 
knowing what he was doing. The rest of the band wouldn't be back for a few hours at least so he had plenty 


of time. 


tll be easy. He told himself. Just go in and get if, come back out before they get back and no one will even know 


you were freaking out in the first place. No one can stop you 


At that thought the pull became too strong to resist. Slash stood up, paused to grab his key and headed to 
the little backstage practice room and the one thing that could bring him peace. 


~ Ke 


He hesitated, just holding it, stroking it, and feeling the familiar shape that had always promised him quick relief 
and peace, no matter what was wrong in the world. Almost unconsciously his hands slid to the strings, 
positioning themselves on the taught wire as he strummed the first, random, notes. 

His fingers shifted, moving now with a thoughtless grace as the notes came together, flowing first into a riff 


and then into a complete melody. 


Breathing deeply Slash leaned his head back against the dirty, battered couch, closing his eyes to the dismal 
little concrete room and just let his mind wander. He didn't even know what he was playing, it didn't matter. All 
that mattered was the sensation of peace that came with the music. Better than any drug he had ever known, 
music had always had this effect on him, carrying him off to his own little world where nothing else existed, 


not time or places or other people. It was just him and the music. 


It wasn't even particularly relaxing music, he was dimly aware it was the same kind of hard, dirty, rock riff he 


always played. But it didn't matter, once he was caught in the flow that was it. 


He smiled grimly to himself as he realised he was subconsciously listening out for a certain series of notes on 
an imaginary bass, or an undertone of impatience in the drums in his head. Someone telling him he had gone on 


long enough and it was time to come back now and finish the song. 


But there wasn't anyone else, no band to stay with, no wild audience waiting impatiently for the next exciting 
verse even as they themselves got caught up in the magic of the solo. For now he was playing alone and could 


do exactly as he pleased. 


But slowly something else crept into his awareness and behind the cloud of hair Slash's smile faded slightly as 
he realised he wasn't alone as he had thought. Somewhere, someone else was playing. He kept his own melody 
going as he tried to focus on the sound wavering on the edge of his hearing. A piano. 


Someone in another room was playing along with him. 


He grinned to himself as he glanced down, accepting the challenge he modulated the melody to fit more closely 
with the other instrument. The grin increased as he heard an answering shift in the tone of the piano. 


Whoever it was they were clearly familiar with this game. 


He continued baiting them for a while, shifting and changing the melody almost at random, listening to the 
other musician shift to follow, occasionally changing the tune themselves, forcing him in turn to alter his own. 
As the game progressed Slash felt an odd sense of familiarity creeping over him, they weren't just jamming 


anymore; they were playing a song. One he recogrised. 
He struggled to keep playing as he shifted his body on the couch to look down at what exactly his hands were 
playing. It was a very familiar song; one he must have played a hundred times over, and more importantly one 


he had helped write. He felt a shiver run down his spine as a name appeared in his mind. 


Estranged 


It cant be. 


He shook his head slightly and kept playing, focusing more now on the sound of the piano rather than his 
guitar. No, there was no doubt about it, whoever was playing that piano knew the song just as well as he did 
and more importantly knew how he would play it. They knew just where he would change a note around, or 


extend a bar, all the little quirks that inevitably crept into one of his songs as he kept playing it on tour. 


He realised suddenly they were moving into his solo, but instead he broke off playing. Standing up he paused to 
un-sling the guitar and place it carefully on the couch before opening the door. Stepping out into the compound, 
dark now the sun had disappeared behind the trees, he glanced both ways and noticed an open door on his left. 


Taking a deep breath he forced himself to walk the few short steps to the door. 


Why am | doing this? What am I thinking? He asked himself about a thousand times in the few seconds the 


journey took. 


Then, refusing to let himself hesitate any longer, he stepped into the doorway and peered through the 


protective barrier of hair he had reflexively thrown over his face into the room beyond. 
And there he was. 


Slash was surprised. He hadn't seen Axl in ten years, had avoided even hearing about him as much as possible. 
But some things had been inescapable, somehow even when he was trying to hide, Axl managed to be 
everywhere. And Slash like anyone else had heard the stories tossed around by amateur tabloid journalists. 
Stories which centred largely on how much Axl had changed. But as he stood there, looking at his old band 


mate all the rumours and gossip were forgotten 


He looks exactly the same. The braids were gone, the rumoured plastic surgery, or botox, or whatever it was 
Axl was supposed to have done to himself was not in evidence either. And when the singer returned his gaze, 
emerald eyes flashing in that all too familiar cat-like smile which looked somehow both friendly and threatening 
at the same time, Slash was more certain than ever this was the same creature he had known all those years 


ago. 


"Hi," He said simply, surprised at how calm his quiet voice sounded. He fought to keep his hands from twitching 


and for once ignored the craving to light a cigarette to occupy them. 


"| didn't mean to disturb you; | couldn't help it when | heard you playing." Axl glanced down at his hands, pulled 


back from the piano keys and clutched in his lap. "I'm sorry.” 


Something in his tone made Slash re-think the scathing reply he had been about to issue. "You're sorry?" he 


asked flatly, hearing the faint surprise in his own voice. 


"Yes I'm sorry. And not just for now," Axl paused again, clearly this was unfamiliar territory but Slash realised 


there was more to it than that, he was scared. 
Scared of what? Of me? Of how | might react? 


"I" Another pause. "I'm sorry for everything Slash." Axl kept his head down, but he seemed to be speaking 


more freely now. Almost as though having started he was afraid, or unable, to stop the words from coming. 


‘lm sorry for how | acted, l'm sorry | didn't tell you when you pissed me off until I'd let it build into some 
huge problem," He glanced up to see whether the last remark had elicited any kind of response from the 
guitarist. Apparently deciding he was safe for the moment he continued. "I'm sorry | thought | could do it 
without you, that | tried to take control of the band away from you. I'm sorry | treated you guys like you 
didn't matter. Fuck, I'm even sorry for the time | threw the mic stand at you on stage, or the time | ate your 
share of the pizza and blamed it on Steven or the time." 


"Axl," Slash cut him off, one hand pulling his hair back so the singer could see the pain in his face. He forced a 
smile. "Fucks sake, if you go through every little thing you ever did wrong we're gonna be here forever. | get 


the idea, your sorry." 


"And what about you?" the singer asked, his voice reflecting increased confidence contradicted by his body 
language. He was still hunched on the stool, refusing to make eye contact for more than a second. His hands 


stayed clenched in his lap as if he was afraid of what might happen if he let them go. 
"What about me?" the guitarist asked, his tone genuinely puzzled 


"For fucks sake Slash!" Axl exclaimed in an all too familiar tone of frustration. "Don't act like everything's still 
my fault! | sit here pouring my heart out to you, the least you could do is take some fucking responsibility for 


once in your life." 


"Ok, ok Axl," Slash sighed. Part of him knew he was right, it wouldn't be fair to stand here listening to Axl's 


confession without admitting at least some responsibility for the train wreak Guns N' Roses had become. 


"I'm sorry too. l'm sorry | forced you to take full responsibility for the band, for all the times | was too 
fucked up or just too fucking lazy to do my part. I'm sorry for all the times | tried to blame you for things 
we did, for using you as my fucking scape goat. I'm sorry for all the times | made shit up, or changed it 
around to make you look bad" He paused for breath. This was harder than he had thought it would be. Nor 
was it something he had ever expected to have to do. He had imagined Axl apologising more times that he 
could remember but he had never expected to have to do it himself. 


‘lm sorry | was so stubborn. That | resented your ideas just because | hadn't thought of them or because 
they weren't exactly what | wanted to be doing or..fuck it I'm not even sure why | did it. And I'm sorry for all 
the little shit as well, for all the times | pissed you off or goaded you into a fight just to watch your reaction 
And I'm fucking sorry | enjoyed doing it as well. 


He paused again, watching as the faintest of smiles crept onto Axl's face. Apparently even if he thought he 
had nothing to apologise for the singer did, and he guessed Axl had been waiting to hear it just as long as Slash 
had waited for Axl's own apology. 

Suddenly they broke eye contact as an unexpected noise broke the silence of the little room. Slash followed 
Axls shifting gaze to the doorway where he was surprised to discover Duff leaning on the door frame and 
clapping, a distinctly sarcastic smile on his face. 

"There we go," he said, still smiling as he stepped into the room, "now was that really so hard?" 

"Yes," The other musicians answered in unison. 


"Hmm..perhaps it was," Duff replied; the smile fading as his expression shifted to one of careful contemplation. 


A brief silence fell across the room, eventually broken by Slash, "So, that's it then? We've all said we're sorry 
and now things go back to the way they were?" 


"We haven't all said we're sorry yet," Duff interjected quietly, "I'm sorry for all the shit | did as well. Starting 
with when | yelled at you earlier. | didn't really mean it y'know, not like that. You guys were my family, l'd do 
anything for you, and | never regretted any of it" 

Slash forced a smile, trying to ignore the lie evident in Duff's eyes. That could be saved for another day. 
"And things can't just go back to the way they were you know," Axl said thoughtfully, "I mean, you guys can't 
exactly just drop your band and come back, and l'm not really keen on firing the new guys now I've found a 
group that works. Again" He added with an apologetic grin. 

"I think that'd be a bit much anyway," Duff agreed, "we only just started talking again today. But maybe we 
could do something, Call Iz and Steven and get together somewhere. It'd be cool to have everyone in one room 
again. Maybe." 

"Yeah it would be cool to do something," Axl agreed, an all too familiar smile appearing on his face. 


"What did you have in mind?" Slash asked, cautiously. 


~ Kew 


Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 
And thats it. Finally finished the damn thing. 


| hope you like the ending. Please review and let me know what | need to improve on for next time. 


Slash tossed his head, briefly flicking sweat drenched hair out of his eyes as he gave the crowd one swift 
glance. He couldn't make out individual faces, just a seething mass of hot sweaty bodies. Sither had always been 
a great song for really getting the crowd going. 


He bent his head again to watch his fingers as they slid across the strings, finishing up the song. As the final 


notes wound up he arched his back and glanced across the stage. Duff gave him a barely perceivable nod. 


Time for the big finale. Slash took a deep breath and flicked his hair out of his eyes again, he wanted to be able 


to see the crowd for this one. 


For a second or two there was no reaction, then as the song registered in thousands of minds the volume 


rose to a steady roar. 
Then the vocals kicked in, and the roar became deafening. "Take me down to the paradise city." 


Scott stood, motionless, in centre stage, microphone held loosely to one side. Every single person out there 


knew he hadn't so much as opened his mouth. 


"Where the grass is green and the girls are pretty." Axl finally made his entrance. Nothing big, nothing fancy, 
he just walked out on to the stage. It was all the entrance he needed. 


Slash hadn't thought it possible but the crowd got even louder, practically drowning out the song. 


Axl walked right up to Scott, looped an arm casually around his shoulders, and they shared a microphone for 


the harmony. 


After that the stage, and the crowd, was electric. Slash could almost feel the energy feeding from the band to 


the crowd and back to the band again, building to an overwhelming climax. 


He made his way across the stage to Axl, hands working rapidly to finish up the song. They smiled at each 
other, and at the crowd. Then the whole band came together, linked arms and bowed. 


And then they walked off stage, together. 


